Below in a small valley there were a crowd of about
fifty men, obviously being drilled by two others who
stood apart.
"Is this what I must fear, my own comrades?" I
asked my guide. He looked surprised and annoyed.
"Have you your party card?"
I showed him my union card. This time it worked.
"Alas, we have so many spies, one cannot be too
cautious."
I explained my difficulties with the Port Bou com-
mittee.
"It is not easy, as the Anarchists control the
frontier, but Monsieur le Maire may help you. In
the town they will give you his address."
I slipped on my clothes and hurried down to the
village.
The waiter at the cafe directed me to the mayor's
house. Through a low tunnel under the railway,
which looked and smelled like a sewer, I reached
the main street Now in summer, Cerb&re's main
thoroughfare was a dry and dusty cattle track,
Disused bicycle frames, empty cans and an occasional
dead cat lay waiting for the winter rains to wash
them away. The few shops were indistinguishable;
the windows appeared full of lethargic flies. The
street was de$erted save for a small boy with his
tr<Hjsers lowered, relieving nature ia the road.
Monsieur le Make's house was built higher than
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